UNIVERSITY 
OF TORONTO 


Thursday Noon Series 


presents 


MUSIC AND POETRY 


Introduction by Prof. Christopher Barnes 


Sergei Prokofiev Five Poems of Anna Akhmatova, op. 27 
(1891-1953) Sunlight Filled the Room 

True Tenderness 

Memory of Sunlight 

Greeting! 


The Grey-Eyed King 


Leslie Bradley, soprano 
John Hawkins, piano 





Igor Stravinsky Two Poems and Three Japanese Lyrics 
(1882-1971) The Little Forget-Me-Not 

The Dove 

Akahito 

Mazatsumi 

Tsaraiuki 


Leslie Bradley, soprano 
Elizabeth Janzen, flute 
Jennifer Buller, flute and piccolo 
Gregory Williams, clarinet 
Rebecca Sajo, clarinet and bass clarinet 
Akemi Mercer and Aidan Pendleton, violins 
Claudine Guidoin, viola 
Ariel Barnes, cello 
Rachelle Risling, piano 
John Hawkins, conductor 


Thursday, November 9, 12:10 p.m. 
7 Walter Hall, Free 


Edward Johnson Building 
80 Queen’s Park Crescent 

















. Christopher Barnes. studied at the University of Cambridge and Moscow State University. He 
worked in the Department of Russian at St. Andrews University, Scotland, for 22 years and came to 
Toronto in 1989, where he is professor and chairman of the Department of Slavic Languages and 
Literatures. Apart from an ongoing specialization in modern Russian poetry, he has given lecture- 
recitals, broadcast and written on Russian musical topics, and is at present working on a monograph 
on Scriabin and on a history of Russian pianism. 


Leslie Bradley graduated from the University of Toronto Faculty of Music in the spring of 2000 
receiving her Mus. Bac. in performance. She is currently enrolled in the Opera Division and recently 
appeared in the opera school’s production of “The Last Duel” by Gary Kulesha. Leslie’s voice 
teacher is Mary Morrison. 


SERGEI PROKOFIEV: FIVE POEMS OF ANNA AKHMATOVA, Opus 27 


I. “Sunlight filled the room...” 


Sunlight filled the room 

With dust, yellow and translucent. 
I awoke, and I recollected: 

Today, my dear, is your name-day. 
That is why outside the windows 


Even the snow-decked horizon glows warmly. 


And that is why even I, insomniac, 
Slept as though after communion. 


II. “True Tenderness” 


True tenderness cannot be confused 


With anything else. And it is quiet and still. 


Quite needlessly you carefully swaddle 
My shoulders and breast in furs. 


And needlessly you speak these deferential 
Words about first love. 

How well I know that staring, 

Unsated look in your eyes! 


Ill. “Memory of Sunlight” 


Memory of sunlight fades in the heart. 
The grass turns yellow. 

The wind wafts early snowflakes 
Faintly here and there. 


In empty sky a willow has spread 
Its fan of tracery. 

Maybe it is better that I never 
Became your wife. 


~ Memory of sunlight fades in the heart. 
What is this? Darkness? 
Maybe. Overnight will come 
Winter. ; 





[ 8 HOABPS 1913] 


ComHije KOMHaTy HanomHHIO 
TIsu1bt0 2KeITOH HW CKBO3HOI. 

A mpocuymacb 4 mpHnomMHma: 
Munsit, HEIHYe Ipa3qHHK TROL. 
Ortoro 4 ocHexKeHHasd 

7am 3a okHaMH Tela, 

Orroro u 4, 6ecconnaa, 

Kak npw4yacTHua cana. 


Hactosilyto HexkKHOCTS He cyTaens 
Hu c 4em, H ona Tuxa. 

TI HanpacHo OepexKHo KyTaenIB 
Mue mleuH HW rpyb B Mexa. 


Y{ wampacuo c0Ba NOKopHEIe 
Tosopuuis 0 nepsoii m06Bu. 
Kak 4 3Halo 9TH yOpHEte, 
Hecsireie B3riaqbI TRon! 


TlaMats 0 ComHIe B cepyue ca6eer. 
2KentTee Tpaga. 

Betep cHexKHHKaMM paHHUMM BeeT 
Eypa-epa. 


Visa Ha HeOe IycTOM pacnmactana 
Beep ckso3Hoii. 

Moxer O68ITb, Iy4lle, ¥TO 4 He cTama 
Bameii xeHoii. 


Ilamat 0 comHife B cepaue cma6eer. 
Uto 310? Tama? 

Moxer 6rirs!.. 3a Hou mpulitu ycneer 
3uMa. 


IV. “Greeting!” 


Greetings! Do you hear a slight rustle 
To the right of the table? 

You’ll never finish writing those lines: 
I’ve come to visit you. 

Surely you’ ll not offend me 

As you did last time - 

Saying you cannot see my hands, 
Neither hands nor eyes. 

Here with you all is bright and simple. 
Don’t drive me away to that place 
Beneath the oppressive arch of a bridge 
Where dirty water turns chill. 


V. “The Grey-Eyed King” 


Glory to thee, inescapable pain! 
Yesterday the grey-eyed king died. 


The autumn evening was sultry and red. 
On returning, my husband calmly said: 


“You know, they brought him back from the hunt. 


They found his body by an old oak. 


Oh, pity the queen! He was so young! 
In a single night her hair turned grey.” 


He took his pipe from the mantlepiece 
And went off to his night’s work. 


I shall waken my daughter right away 
And gaze into her little grey eyes. 


And outside the window the poplar trees rustle: 
“Your king is no more on this earth...” 


SapapctByii! Jlerkuvi WiemecT CUBIMIMIIS 
CrpaBa oT cToua? 

OTHX CTpoyeK He JOMMIMICLIE - 
A k Te6e npHma. 

Heyxxemu TH OOMTMIIB 

Tak, Kak B IIpODUIBIM pa3, - 
ToBopuilllb, 4TO pyK He BUI, 
Pyk MOHX H rla3. 

Y Te6a cBeTJIO HM MpocTo. 

He roHu Meus TyZa, 

Tye nox, ZyWIHbIM CBOOM MocTa 
CTbIHeT rpa3Had Bora. 


CEPOTJIA3bIM KOPOJIb 


Cuasa Te6e, 6e3bIcxonHaa Oomb! 
Ynep Buepa ceporma3biii KOpON. 


Beuep oceHHHi OBL TyleH Hi all, 
Myx Mol, BepHYBIIHC, CIOKOHHO cka3all: 


«3Haelllb, C OXOTEI ETO IPHHECIM, 
Teno y craporo ay6a Hann. 


)Kanb Koponesy. Tako MomozoH!... 
3a HOUb OFHY OHa CTasa ceqol». 


TpyOky cBOrO Ha KaMHHE Halles 
Vi wa paOoty HOUHy! yillen. 


Tjoaky Moto 4 ceifuac pa30yxy, 
B cephie ria3ku eé NOrLpKy. 


A 3a OKHOM IeslecTAT TOMONA: 
«Hert H3 3aMJIe TBOCTO KOPOIIA...» 


IGOR STRAVINSKY: TWO POEMS BY KONSTANTIN BALMONT 


“The Little Forget-Me-Not” 


The little forget-me-not flowerlet 
Blossoms so tenderly. 

For you, my friend, your little friend 
Grows there over the water. 


Over the water, over the spring, 
Above the spring waters 

At dawn it talks with a little starlet 
Saying “Could you just be mine!” 


Forget-me-not, o little flower, 
Little eye of tender blue. 

Your little friend still calls you. 
Do you hear the tiny piping voice? 


“The Dove” 
A dove settled by a chamber window. 


Who was there? What did he spy there? 
There was the dove with body tender white - 


And there in the window was a flower so red. 


The white dove cooed and crooned 
And captivated the little flower, 
Enchanted it, 

Took his pleasure, then flew away. 


O little white dove, 

You went and forgot the flower so red. 
O little white dove, 

Come back if only for one short hour! 


«He3a0y204Ka-1BeTOUeK» 


Hesa6yqo0uka- nBeTOueK 
O4EHB JaCKOBO IBeTET. 


7[ia TeOa, Mol pyr, apyxouex 
Hay Boyuueto pacter. 


Hay Bogurei, nay KpHHUuLen, 
Hay Bogoro Kmro4eBoli, 

Ha 3ape c 3Be3710i 3Be3quLeit 
Topoput: Ta 6ynTo Moi! 


Hesa6yq04Ka-BeTOUeK, 
HexkHO-cHHeHBKH ra30K, 
Bcé 3opet TeOa apyxouex. 
CBM He*KHEI ToOcoK? 


«lomy65» 


Tomy6s k Tepemy mpunan. 

KTo Tam, 4TO TaM MoycMoTpen? 
Tomy6s TesioM HexxHo 6en, 

Ha okKoutje 2 UBeTHK all. 


Beni rory6b BopKoBa. 
OH DBeTOUKOM 3aBsazen. 
Ox ero 3a4apoBan, 
Hacnaqusica, yneten. 


AX TsI OenbIii romy6oK, 
Tlo3sa6ni1 THI alt WBeTOK. 
Ax Tei GembIii romy6ox, 
Bopotvics xoTs Ha yacox! 


IGOR STRAVINSKY: THREE JAPANESE LYRICS 


I 
Akahito 
I wanted to show you the white flowers A Oenble BETH B Canty TeOe xoTe 
in the garden. MlOKa3aTb. 
But snow has started falling. Now there’s no Ho cuer nomen. He pa306pats, rae cHer u 
distinguishing between snow and flowers. rye Beret! 
II 
Mazatsumi 
The spring has come. From chinks in Becua npuuuia. 13 TpenMH eqsHOH Kopbl 
the ice crust foaming streams have 3alIpbirau, “pas, B peuke NeHHEIe CTpyH: 
come spouting: they want to be the OHH XOTAT OBITS epBbIM OeuIbIM LIBETOM 
first white flowers of joyous spring. payocTHOH BecHEI. 
Il 
Tsaraiuki 


What is that white shimmer in the distance? 
Everywhere it is as if there were clouds 
between the hills. Those are the cherries 
flowering. The longed-for spring has come. 


Uro sto Genoe Byanu! [loscrozy, ciOBHO 
oOmaka Mex Ty XOIMaMH. To BHNIHH 
pacusenu. Ipunina xenaHHad BecHa. 


(Russian text by A. Brandt) 


